GOLDEN HORN

one slashed throat the life gushed out in mouthfuls of
warm blood. Flocks of vultures were perched upon the
mound, pecking at the eyes of dead and dying, whose
rigid gaze seemed still to mirror the horrors of unspeakable
agony ; while the scavenger dogs struck sharp teeth into
the entrails of beings still palpitating with the breath of
life."

He told us much more in the same strain, which
linked up with all I had heard before with regard to the
Armenians. Fifteen thousand of them had perished in one
day in Bitlis ; their total casualties were probably about
half a million, De Nogales had no doubt that Taalat Bey
was personally responsible for the policy of massacre.

" They're a murderous lot/5 he said, " and they've
tried to poison me once and shoot me twice. They'll do
you in, if they get the chance, even if it's only to get the
gold stopping in your teeth, but it won't happen as long
as I'm here. I tote a straight gun. Remember, no nonsense
though: I'm out to help you, but not to let you escape : if
you try that, I shoot."

We crossed the country of the Devil Worshippers ; we
slept in mud huts amongst rats, and once on a despoiled
Christian altar; we encountered a thunderstorm, forded
swollen rivers, lost our way and found it again, gnawed
skinny chickens with hospitable Sheikhs ; saw a village of
dead Armenians at Tel-Armin by twilight; and if it had
not been for the sickness amongst us I at any rate would
have been happy.

Tel-Armin was ugly, with its bloated carcasses of bul-
locks (the other corpses had been buried) and its plangent
dogs with phosphorescent eyes, but I had already imag-
ined worse things. I was not horrified by it, but when my
best friend fell ill I lost my nerve. My friend had been the